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was too much trouble taking care of them, Xo use being a hobo
if you couldn't pull out when you pleased, and you couldn't hop
a freight with a lot of junk; you've got to travel light if you want
to get anywhere. And you can take better care of what you have
if it's always on you.
"Do you mean to say you carry on your person everything
you possess?" he asked incredulously.
"Sure. I've got it all right here. . . . Well, if you're interested I
don't mind. Let's see: two pair of pants, three shirts, a tie, cap,
two pair of socks, coat, shoes, handkerchief, a razor on a thong
under my shirt, soap, brush, comb, pencil, knife, matches,
tobacco, cigarette papers, and a bag of savadilla powder to ward
off lice."
"But you can't keep up this sort of thing all your life," he
objected. "How about settling down, getting a home, making
some money, friends?"
"Oh, I've got that all figured out. When I get fed up with
travelling I'm going to start a little bookstore in some nice town,
second-hand at first, then build it up to something big. And then
I can make friends. As for money, I usually have a little in my
sock for emergencies. And when I need more I'll go to work."
This was an indiscretion I immediately regretted. How could
I expect even five dollars, telling him I wasn't broke?
It must have been near midnight when he unlocked a cabinet,
brought out a bottle of wine. Not for himself, he asserted, but
for me. He was through with the stuff.
It was the first sherry I had ever tasted, and one taste was all
I wanted. Would I have whisky? Or perhaps beer? He was
surprised that none of them appealed to me; habits of temperance,
he said, were unusual in the sort of life I described. How did I
explain that?
I was no longer in the mood to explain anything; I wanted
to be on my way. Why, I wondered, was he stalling? Was he or
was he not going to give me anything? He stood resting an elbow
on the mantel, shifting his gaze between me and the wine. When
he spoke it was my turn to be astonished.
"I gather you are fond of books; would you be interested in a
job classifying and cataloguing my library? I understand that you
have had no experience in work of this sort; therefore you have
none of the conventional ideas as to how it should be done. So
you should be willing to do it my way without argument."